i

§

:
;

i

-
)

¢

i

|
]

i
i
i

g

]
i
g

5

:
E
3
!

i

!

:

f
g
i
i
:

i

.

5

44

|
:

j

2
ic
F

{

£
s
g
5
4

1
,i

i
s

:
£
i
:

7
l
¥
i

|
]
f

il

I
it
i
] i }

i‘

i

t
'

A Little Hereo,

Ix the city of Hartford, Connecticut,
Yives the hero of the true hi I
sbout to relate=hut no " as
the perilogs adventure, which made him
for a time famous in his native town, hap-
pened several years

Cur hero was then a bright, active boy
of fourteen—the son of a mechanic. In
the severe winter of 18—, the futher work-
ed in & factory ; about & mile and a half
from his home, and every day the boy car-
riedd him his dinner across a wide piece of
meadow land,

One keen, frosty day, he found the snow
on this meadow nearly two feet deep, and
no traces of the little foot-path remasining.
Yet he ran on as fast s possible, plunging
through drifts—and keeping himself warm
L ¥ vigorous exercise and brave, cheerful

noughts.

When in the midst of the meadow, fully
half a mile from any house, he found him-
sell going down, He had
tdler. into a well!

tie sank down into the dark ice water,
lut rose immediately to the surface. There
Iy grasped hold of a plank, which had
itllen into the well as he wentdown. One
«r.d of this rested on the bottom of the
well, the other rose about four feet above
txe surface of the water,

The poor lad shouted for help until he
was hoarse and almost hless, but all
0 vain, as it was impossible to make him-
sclf heard at such a distance from any
house. So at last he concluded that if he
was saved At all he must save himself, and
began at once, as he was getting exttemely
cold in the water, 8o he went to work.

First, he drew himself up the plank,
and braced himself against tge top of it
and the wall of the well, which was of
brick, and quite smooth. Then he pulled
off his coat, and taking out his et knife,
cut off his boots, that he might work to
greater advantage. Then, with his feet
against one side of the well, and his shoul-
ders against the other, he worked his wa
up, by the most fearful exertion, about half
the distance to the top. Here he was
obliged to pause, take breath, and gather
up his encrgies for the work yet before
him. Far harder was it than all he had
vel gone through, for the side of the well
bdipg from that point completely covered
with ice, he must cut with his knife
ing places for his fingers, slowly and care-
fully all the way up.

It was almost a hopeless attempt, but it
was all that he muh‘r do. Ana here the
little hero lifted up his heart to God, and
prayed fervently for help, fearing he could
never get out alone.

Doubtless the Lord heard his voice, call-
ing from the deeps, and pitied him. He
wrought no miracle 1o save him, but
reathed into his heart a yet larger meas-
ure of calmness and courage, strengthen-
ing him to work out his own deliverance.
ftes in this way that God oftenest an-
swers our prayers, when we call upon him
in time of trouble.

— After this the little hero cut his way up-

ward, inch by inch. His wet stockings

fraze to the ice and kept his feet from slip-
ving. but his shirt was quite worn from
is shoulders ere he reached the top.

He did reach it at last—crawled out into

e snow, and lay down for a moment to

»at, punting out his breath in little white

il on the clear, frosty air.

I!llv had been two hours and a half in the
well!

His clothes soon froze to his body, but
he no longer suffert:d with the cold, as fall
of joy and thankfulness, he ran to the fac-
tory, where his good father was waiting
and wonderng.

The poor man was obliged to go withcut
his dinner that day, but you may be sure
he cared Tittle about that, while listening,
with tears in his eyes, to the thrilling story
his =on had to relate to him,

He must have been very proud of the
boy that day, as he wrapped him up in his
own warm overcoat, and took him home to
“ mother."

And how that mother must have wept
and smiled over the lad, and kissed him,
and thanked God for him!—Grace Green-
ol

“

wn, down!

Death of a Hero.

Another of the most distressing events,
which mark with almost certain fatality
every bathing season, occurred here on
Saturday afternoon. Three or four little
lads went in bathing in the harbor, just
below the residence of William Jennings.
One of them, William Bessey, son
of widow William Bessey, could
swim a little, the others could not
A son of William Finney got beyond
his depth, and was struggling for his life,
which young Bessey noticing, immediately
swam to his relief, and succeeded in push-
ing him so far in shore that the life of his
little playmate was saved, but at the sad
cost of his own. He was observed tosink,
but no aid could be procured until too late
to save the heroie hittle fellow’s life.  His
body was soon recovered, and every effort

e for ils resuscitation, but without
avail. The loss of the boy, who was un-
usually bright and active, falls with crush-
ing weight n his poor mother; but
terrible as Is her Joss, none could choose a
nohbler death for man or boy than the giv-
ing up of his life in saving that of another.
No more fitting inscription can be placed
over the grave of that hereic boy of eleven
years, than that * he lost his life in saving
another’s” Surely there is not a man or
boy in the whole land who will not revere
the memory of little Willie Bessey.—Nor.
walk, (onn

Fruit from Californla.

To-day the Chicago market is well sup-
]\Iiud with California fruit—once a rare
uxury in this city but now, thanks to the
Pacific Railroad, no longer so, and likely
t» become as common on our tables ss the
peaches of St. Joe, or the strawberries of
our own Stale. A car load of fruit from
the Golden State arrived here yesterday,
being the first fruit ca~ through from San
Francisco. The freight is §5 a ewt., or
about §940 on a car load. It occupied five
days on the journey, and the cargo, which
consisted of boxes of plums, peaches,

grapes, and other ripe fruitlg was in
p}nltl-ndid mndiﬁon‘—&m 'im,-_
M ll" 3]'.
e

—The German translation of Mr.
Bowles' “ Across the Continent,” pub-
lished at Leipsic with the title “ From
Ocean to Ocean,” opens with an odd geo-
;:;aluhical bh:;.dlel? b'tll'he tru;nlttnr knew
of Springfie ., but not of Springfield,
Mass. ; and so his first cha carries the
reader from Springfield, in Illinois, through

Buffulo, Cieveland and Chicago, to
Missouri River.

—A little nine year
ying on the top of the Sherman House,
s

la

‘h 8 few daysago, ran on a skylight,
nd fell # distance of sixty foet
almost {nstantly killed e

old boy, while | volve
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By Alfred S. Horsley.

THE PROPHETIC PISTOL,
“AwD that,” said I, ¢
all that I have to tell you.'
The above words formed the

s pretty nearly

- | of & synopsis of several years' tra

communicated by me to a fellow. »
from Helsl rs to me

eaned over the side of the shi
Viberg, and watched thedn:nﬁ

?lﬂ! v
transparent sca. MY was 2 long,
lean, wiry Aierican, with a cold clear eye,
and a llimkddh:hhue firmness in
every line pinched
which gave him the (to guote from
a pugnacious friesd of mine) “of a man
you wouald like to be back to hack with in
a row.”
“ Wal, steanger,” remarked he at the
close of my narrative, “E hev bin about
a bit, I on : but yu hain't seen much,
and what's more, yu hain't done much
neither.”
My dignity was somewhat ruffled by this
plain-spoken_criticism; for I privately re-
garded myself as a second Sinbad, on the
strength of a moderate arqualiilance with
the majority of the countries which figure
on the tourist's visiting list. Morcover,
my listener had himself provoked my com-
municativeness by a scries of ?carching
guestions upon ecve int o -
scnal history, from g{oglom of m;?ygmp:d-
father's hair to the amount of pocket-
money sllowed me at Rugby. Conse-
quently, there was, perhaps, a shade of
acrimony in my tone asI replied: “['ve
done what I could ; but, of conrse, every-
bud_t:‘un‘t have as many adventures as
you.
“Wal, yu air shout right thar,” returned
he, taking my words literally ; * I've seen
a few thi in my time, {
mark ye, it's cause I've looked about me,
and fixed for doin’ somethin' wharever I
went, "stead o' trailin’ about with my eyes
shet and my hands in the pockets o' my
teys, like som folk. Now, I'll tell yu
w yu Britishers travel ¢ yti jest foller
the railway track right square fram one
big town to afiother, and see the opera-
beuses, and the thesytres, and the prom-
enades, and sitch like; and o' course yu
meet & heap o riffriff, and mayhap get
yure eye teeth drawn a little too slick ;
and a'ter devotin’ three weeks or a month
to seein’ a country with some millions o'
people in it, yu come back and write a
tarnation big book to say, ‘ that air country
ain’t no pile o’ punkinsa'ter all ; the
critters thar air all lazy and shiftless, and
good for nothin' but to cheat and tell lies
—and no wonder, seein’ they'r only cussed
furriners, and hain't got the inestimable
blessin’ of a free British constitootion.
Thar, now, stranger,” he concluded, with
the paternitl Buperiority of a missionary
iistfucting a Hottentot, * that’s the way
yugo to work ; but, yu observe, "taint the
right way, nohow yu kin fix it.”

“ Aud how did gou go to work, then *”
asked I, wishing to divert the current of
this flood of extempore criticism.

“Wal, I fixed to do somethin' and I done
it; leastways, a man that's been a team-
ster in the y Mountains, a gold-dig-
ar mn Australey, a sailor in the Injine

-an, a storekeeper at Shanghai, a news:
paper editor at San Franclskey, and an
agent for one notion or another in every
country in Europe, mout say he'd done
somethin’, 1 guess, if he had a mind to.”

“ And have you really done all that®”
asked I, somewhat startied at the catalogue.

“Reckon I hev; I've been kinder movin’
round ever sin’ I was as big as a molasses
jar, and I ain’t done yet. Guess I'm like
John Brown's soul in the old song—I ‘go
a-marchin’ on’ pretty consid’able, and it'll
take a while to tire me of it tew.”

“ And do you always travel alone, then #"
“Reckon I do, leastways, what yu'd call
alone. I've got a bosom-friend here,
though,” he added with a strange chuckle,
putting his hand into his breast-pocket;
“and he's done me more’n than one good
turn in his time, so I tell ye. Yes, sir, he
has that | and what's more, he speaks or
holds his tongue just as I please, which
"taint every man as "ud do!"

And with this enigmatical prefice, he pro-
duced a small but ve llsnt&nmc revolver,
fittedd with a spring bayonet, and orna-
mented about the stock with eleven studs
of silver, arranged in the formofa square,
which would be compleled by the addi-
tion of a twelfth.

“Aln't that a friend, now, stranger?”
said the Transatlantic exultantly ; “and
good friends we've been, him and me; |
never mistrusted him but once, and that
war down in Australey, when I war gold-
diggin' up Turon way. Two fellers cum
to my tent one night, 'cause they'd hearn
asI'd & heap o' gold thar, and they thought
o' bein' 8o Kind as to relieve me o' the
"sponsibility o' gardin'it. I hearn ’‘em
creepin’ in, and-0’ course the fust thing 1
did war to slap all six barrels into "em, jest
to give 'em a hint not to call a’ter visitin’
hours. I hearn a screech, and then a pat-
tin' o' feet runnin’ off ; but it war too (.El.l'k
to sec anythin', and all the rest o' that
night my feelin's ain't to be ’scribed, no-
how ! "

““ Ah, you were afraid you had killed one
of them, I suppose?” said I, pleased at
this solitary touch of humanity in my

grisl uaintance,
" éﬂﬁ! why, darn it, stranger, d'ye

want to insult me! Ne, by Jingo! 1war
'fraid I'd misssd one on 'em ! and to have
my own revolver miss a close range, a'ter
being trne to me for so many years, were
more n I could bear!” (The pathos with
which he said this was indescribable.) 1
felt partic'ler cheap all that night, =0 I tell
ye; yu might hav lmught me for a cent,
any time 'fore morning." But as soon as
it war light, I cum out, and thar I seen one
feller Iyin' dead before the tent-door, and
atrack o' blood all whar t'other bad run
off, jest like a strick o' molasses 'cross a
buckwheat cake; and, says I, ‘Thank
Heaven, I've hit 'em both " and the weight
that war taken off my mind in that air
:nmnenr t—stranger, thar ain't no 'scribin’
t

The real fervor of his tone as he uttered
the last sentence, with all the air of a good
man, whose conscience has just been re-
lieved of some overwhelming burden, can-
not be conveyed in words.

“1 daresay you'd hardly guess, now,
stranger, that 1 fust saw this revolver in a
vision ; but I did, though, stare as much
as you like; and the way it happened war
jest so; Father had bin dead 'bouta month,
when I cum in late one night from fixin'
a rail-fence that omne of our oxen had
smashed : and a’ter I'd sot by the kitchen-
fire for a spell, and done a tol'able stroke
o' mppcr.srhepn to feel & leetle drowsy.
I warn't to say asleep, but jest soas if yn'd
spoke to me sudden, I'd "hev thought a
minute 'fere I -answered—when, all to
once, I scen father stannin’ right 'fore me,
with his big straw hat o' one side, and his
high-beots and stri shirt-sleeves, and
his hands n his ets (that war the only
ghost-like thing "bout him, for while he
war alive they wnr mostly in some one
else’s), and he says to me, says he: 'Cy,
my boy,' [my name’s Cyrus Jehosaphat
Flint, stranger, and I ain’'t ashamed on it];
‘Cy, my boy, I've cum back from the
spirit-world to tell you suthin® yu'll per-
haps be none the wuss o' knowin. I didn’t
leave yu much,” says he, “’cause yu air
safe to go 'long single-handed, whereas
them two brothers and five sisters of
your'n will kinder need proppin’ up some,
fore they can stand by theirselves. Now,

Il;len to me. To-morrow mornin,
the very fust thing, up and job open
she back o’ that old (J":pht‘l‘ml it;] the cor-
ner, jest above the top shelf, and thar yu'll
find a re-volver, the bét yu ever fingered:
and may Heaven bless it to yure use. And
now kaeel down,and receive my lnlmﬁ‘in.‘
I war a gwine todu it, when all to
once lj;l?:)ped off my chair, and cum the
all-firedest lick with my nose agin the
fender as ever I seen ! and when I cum to
agin, ther wasn't nobody thar. * Wal, cuss
it? says I (though that air la ain't

uite proper for a member o' the church),
] hope the next time father comes from
tother world, he'll contrive todo it at a
reas'nable hour, 'stead o’ showin’ up a'ter
bedtime, and makin’ his own flesh and
blood break his nose in this here fash'n’
But for all that, I didn’t forget what he
suid ; and fust thing next mornin’ I up
and into the kitchen, and out with the
back ‘o the cupboard, and thar lay the re-
r,as sure asever thing war in the
world. And now, stranger, if you don't
believe that air story, here ix the “dentical

reckon; but, | 88

such evidenoe it
have been

readily assented, onl dﬂ%ﬂwhﬁ:
ven
into oft{e arranged
ﬂudso?:l estockoﬂbepinol.y
" " returned

Wal, - my com-
mou, “yu wouldn't guess the trick o'
stude in a hurry, so T'Il tell
Each o' them air studs on that revolvef
stands for the lifc of 4 man that liim and
me he¥ clak There's eleven on 'em

littﬁether. and I recon that's a
tol'able stroke o' work for one man
one weepun.”

Used as I am to extraordinary confi-
dences, this cool, com
fairl zgered me fof & moment.

y eaven!” 1 “do you
mean to tell me that you have murdered
eleven men?”

“No, stranger,” replied he slowly and
sententiously ; “ yu hev on the W'roni
ferryboat in making that air statement.
mean to tell yu that I've found it necessa-
ry at different pe-ri-ods o' my life, to rub
out eleven human eritters who must other-
wige hev offered the same cl-vility to me;
and I eale'late yu don't ¢all that murderin'?
Thar'sone wantin' yet to complete the
dozen, as yu see; but,” added he cheerful-
fully, that won't be long a-comingy’ I

ess,

“The old cafiitibal”® said I mentally;
“lie talks of killing people as if he were
only collecting photographs. Pray Heaven
he may not tagli:e it into his head toadd me
to his musenm!”

“Thar’s one "vantage I've with this
weepun,” pursued the Yankee; “I canal-
ways tell at fust gight o' a man whether
I'm a-gwine to kill him some day or not.”

“How's that,” asked I, not without ase-
cret shudder, and a slight anxiety as to
which way the scale turned with re-
rd to myselll
“Wal, jest this way ;: whenevef I meet a
man that I'm bound to rub out bim:-eb K
the hanimet o' this Fe-¥olver's sure to gin
asorter click—so—jest to show that
knows his dooty ’ ' that air individ
gonl: and he never makes a mistake, he

on’t.”

The perfect air of conviction with
which he said tlhia was the reverse of
agreeable; and I could not help reflecting:
*“ A pretty thing if this precious piatgi
should have happened to click when he
saw me first, and he should think it neces-
sary to vindicate its infallibility I” My
countenance probably some dis-
quietude, for my companion suddenly

-

encouraging tone:

“Yu hain't no call to be skeared,
stranget; he didn't click at sight o’you,
and I'm kinder glad on’t, for you're
kumpny in yure way; although yu air
tarnation green in the ways of the world.”

As this estimate of my abilities, was
evidently too deeply rooted to admit of
refutation, Ilet it pass, merely inquiri
E- }mhcr the fatal augury had ever pro

se.

“ Never, stranger,” he replied emphati-
cally. “Yu can't 'spect to go
wrong, and that air weepun'sa prophet,
jest as much as Dan’l or "Zek'l won't
savthat I wouldn't hev bin glad, one time;
to catch him slippin’—aiid feeziin
tew ; bul ¥oit mout as well 'spect Gin'ral
I(f‘.n'u'nl. to be "fraid, as this weepun to tell a

e,

“And that one time—what was it?"
asked L

“Wal, secin’ it's yu, stranger, I don't
mind tellin’, though 1 ain't so precious
spry at talkin' on that air subject, 1 swear.
It's & good few years now sin’ I happened
on & feller who hailed from a village on
the Mississilipi called *Burnt Clearin')
‘cause of a big fire they'd hed that onve
on a time; and we frofe together power-
ful, and was just like prothers all at once.
Wharever one went, 'tother went; what-
ever one did, "tother did; and if this un
hed a dollar, that un wargood for fifty
cents on't, least thing. We went down to
Noo Orleens, and up to Philadelphy by
the cers, and cast’'ard to Charleston on a
tradin’ spec; and I tell ye, we fotched up
the dollars right smart. [ saved him from
bein' chawed up by a b'ar that looked
plaguy angshusto make his closer 'quaint-
ance; and he maved me from bein'
drowned in floodtime, when my canoe got
turned over agin a snag; altogether,
strange,yu mout hev tuk us fur David and
Jonathan cum alive agin. But all the
while thar war ene thot hanging’ in my
mind like a risin’ cloud in summer, that
spiles the look of thefhull sky—and that
war the recollection that My Weepun, Fust
time he ever seen this feller hed gina
click.”

The eold, elear tone of his voice at these
last words, slightly tinged with sortow;
was such as a compassionate judge might
use In prunm-n'_-}n: sentence of death ;
ardd to e, guessing as I did what was to
come, it had a sound indescribably dreary
and ominons.

“T used w try and laugh myself ont'o
that air fancy by sayin’, ‘ Whatever's
possible, that ain't] 'Why, to think o' our
quarrelin’ "ud be like a man cutting hisself
in half, and fightin’ right hand agin left.’
But let me talk as I liked, the thot stuck
in my head like a nail ina new log, and
wouldn't go away. And at last, T,
the time cum when it war more'n a thot.
One yvear, early in the fall, we were down
in Kansas, tradin’ about in spots, and mak-
in’ a pretty tol'able haul: till one day we
agreed to tote up the profit, and makea
fair division, 'cause next mornin’ he war
startin’ off to Burnt Cleatiti' lo see his
folks, end I War bound to make tracks for
Boston on some business of my own. Wal,
evefiin' cum, anda'ter lickerin' up a spell,
to ile our brains fur the cipherin’, we be-
gan totin' up. But somehow or another,
we couldn’t come to a right settlement o'
our two shares, nohow we could fix it;
and what with the licker we'd hed, and
the worry o' cipherin’, we both com-
menced to git rayther sa rous, At
last, up he juml';ss and hollers out: *1'd
not hev bin so thunderin’ keen upon this
hyur trade if I'd known that my pardner
warnothin'but a darned mean flint-shavin’
thief o' a Yankee. At them words a
shiver ran all through me like them 'lec-
tric fixing' that book-larned folks tell on,
and my right hand flew out asif somebody
moved it, and fotched him a lick tween
the eyes that brou't him down like a pine
in a clearin'. (He war a fine feller, bigger'n
me some wny, and all the way out
as hard ; and, by Jingo! "twar a reg'lar
pleasure knockin' him down.) Up he
got lookin’ mighty wrathy ; and says he:
‘It'll take a leetle burnt wder to put
away the smell o' that air blow—cum out
into the forest.” The sun war settin’, and
everythin' war dead still, as iff waitin' to
see what we'd do. I follered him out
readily "nuff, for I war cool as an icicle,
now I know'd the job hed got to cum
through; but when I seen the dyin’ light
streamin’ dewn the shadowy arches ofthe
forest, and the everlastin’ trees stannin’
up tall and grand, and whisperin’ with all

their leaves, as if God war s‘pu.lin‘
tl:mu{,rh them in His own Temple of Natur’
—by Hevin', stranger, I cum very nigh
feelin’ as if I war p'raps doin’ wrong!

* Wall, that air feelin” didn't last long,
I reckon. The fust click o' them locks
(we'd ‘greed to load ong three barrels
each, to save time)—the fust click "o them
locks war like the smell o’ roast meat to a
starvin’ man ; and when I toed my mark
at fifteen paces, I felt as comfortable as if
I'd bin sittin’ *fore a big fire with a glass
o whisky in my hand. We both cracked
off to once; I got & scratch on the left
side, and & bit o' his sleeve went flyin’
jest below the shoulder. ‘Better luck
next time,' says I; and the second load
went offt. He'd aimed higher this time,
and the pill skiffed my ha'r and knocked
off my hat; but jest in the same moment
I seen him turn half round and go ker-
chunk right on his face. I run in upon
him, like a fool, forgettin’ that he'd got
one shot lcgt:l nmt!a’:e hnl:etchlm hhtliio:
his elby and let slap, jest in" my thig
as I cum on (his hand war shaky, you
know, or he'd not hev made sitch a bad
shot) ; but that war his last card,and then
I know'd I hed him.

“tOle feller,' says I, ‘I'ye kinder won
the hand this time, thar ain't no dodgin’
it. So, 'furc{n go under, hev yu sny
messidges to leave v

“*Wal," says ke, ‘there’s a gal at Burnt
Clearin’ that I war pretty on last fall
—Kezia Harper, next door to the meetin'-
| house ss you mout gin her this hyur
locket, if "tain't outer yure way,’

*+She's as good as got it already,’ says

-vol oun can’ again tha po- pouch.
”mrr“'my Ve e |2 “‘Thar'sa feller in the next village,

I, puttin’ it in my

broke my meditations by observing, in an | busin
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Nathan Hickman, that they used to call

no one 't think I war ’fraid.’
“*If the coon says a word agin you,’
says I, ‘Tl my boots with his liver.

Is thar an else?
ﬁu.'l guess that's about

“ 4t Wal," says
a

" -by, then, ole feller, saysI;
“bless yu!’ ~And with that T clapped my

pistol to his head, and blew it as small as
corn-shucks.’ "

A the ll:il:&l‘&lifeiltgen hlwn
“ Btranger,” re e old slaughtcrer,
with indescribable dignity,” *if you want
to find a critter s0 cussed mean as to hurt
& man’s feelin's by n’ him a'ter he's
been whipped in a fair fight, I guess yu'd
better not come to Cyrus
Flint! Now, then, I calc'late we'd
be lookin’ a'ter our Bxin’s, for them's the
aplieldo‘ Btnckhoilm al;llnin yc:lder."

nd, so speaking, he turned u his
heel and mishedginm the eabin. o

Rorascrp had few tastes or pleasures
out of the Btock Exchange and his coun
ing-house, in St. Bwithin's lane. W
Louis Spohr, the t German muosician,
called on him in June, 1820, with a letter
of introduction from his brother in Frank-
fort, he said to him, “I understand nothin
of music. This,” patling hi;c?ocket, anﬁ
rattling the loose coins therein, “is my
music; we understand that on 'Change.

Money-making was the one pursuit and

t of Rothschild’s life. He cared
less than many do for the money when it
was e. “He had no taste or inclina-
ﬂo&y says ofie of his frierids, “ for what
every Englishman seeks as soon as he has
money to buy it—comfort in every re-
mﬂ. His ambition wag to arrive at his

more quickly and more eﬂ'ec{usl‘l{
than others, and to steer toward it with
more energy. When his end was reached
it had lost all its charm fer him, and he
turned his never-wearying mind to some-
else,” It was in the mmb:li:is

and fightings, the plots and tricks of -
ing money, not at all in the spending, not
much in the hoarding of it, that he de-

ted.

“I hope,” said a dinner companion to
him, onog)%e oveasion, “1I ho I’:ah?nlt youf
children afe not too fond of meney and
ess to thie exclusion of more impor-
tant things. Iam sure you would not
wish that,” “Iam sure I should wish
that,” he answered ; “ I wish them to give
mind, and soul, and heart, and body—
everything to business. That is the way
to be happy. It requires a t deal of
boldriess and a great deal of caution to
make a great fortune ; and, when you have
t il;i i% requires ten times as much_wit to

t

o all who were willing™to work'in this
fashion, he was, after his fashion, a good
friend. Some of the wealthicst commer-
cial houses now in London owe their pros-
petity to the readisess with #hich Rollis:
child, Seeing good business qualities in the
young men around him, helped them on
with his t influence. There were
cases in which he went out of his way to
put exceptional opportunities of money-
making in the way of his favorites. Even
his charities, according to his own confess-
ion, were eccentric, and chiefly indulged
in for his own entertainment. * Some-
times, to amuse myself” he said, * I givea
:;EFI!‘ a guinea. He thinks it is a mis-

e, and, for fear I shonid find it out, off
he tuns a8 hard ds he can. Tadviseyouto

ive & beggar a guinea, sometimes; it is
ofy amusing.”

A sying attributed to him ‘gives cvi-
dence, if true, of some humor. Once, it
is said, a German prince, visiting London,
brought letters of credit to the banker.
He was shown into the inner room of the
famous counting-house in Bt. Swithin's
lane, where Rothschild sat busy with a
heap of |;npcrs. The name being an-
nounced, thschild nodded, offered his
visitor a chair, and then went on wilh the
work before hind. For this treatment the
prince, who expected that cverything
should give way to one of his rank and
dignity, was not prepared. Standing a
minute or two, he exclaimed, “Did yon
not hear, gir, whoIam? I am"—repeat-
ing his titles. “Oh, very well"” siid
Rothsehlld; " take two chaii's then.”

At another time two strangers were ad-
mitted into the same private room. They
were tall foreigners, with mustaches and
beards such as were not often seen in the
city thirty or forty years ago, and Roths-
child, always timid, was frightened from
the moment of their entrance. Ile put his
own interpretation upon the excited move-
ments with which they fumbled about in
their pockets; and before the expected
pistols could be produced. he had thrown
a, great ledger in the direction of their
heads, and brought in a bevy of clerks by
his cries of “ murder.” The strangers were
pinioned, and then, after long questionings
and expiannttnns, it appeared that they
were wealthy bankers from the Continent,
who, nervous in the presence of a banker
8o much more wealthy, had had some difft-
culty in finding the letters of introduction
which they were to present.—Famous
London Merchants.

L
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Death from a Seientific Point of Yiew.

It is a law of nature that whatever has
a beginning must also have an €nd, the
idea of death itself being associated with
birth.

But this term of life, the moment that
reduaces to inert matter the body which
life had animated, may arrive sooner or
later, accidentally or naturally.

Accidental death happens when one of
the essential organs of life, ffom some
cause of other, ceases to act; these prin-
tipal organs being the brain, lungs and
heart

The action of the brain, however, ma
be almost wholly suppressed, and yet life
continue; breathing may be for some time
suspended, and yet life linger within;
but when the beating of the heart cease ;
then life is extinct.

Accidental death, therefore, is all the
more rapid from its cause acling more im-
mediately on the circulating centre; it ma
happen st all ages, although it is much
more frequent in the earlier than the later
8 of existence,

atural death is much rarer; accidents
or disease almost always consuming life
before the period primitively fixed upon
by Nature.

It may also happen at a more or lessad-
vanced according to the peculiaritics
of constitution, sex, race, climate, elc.
When the work of destruction follows its
usual course, life departs in an oppesite
sense from the one in which it had been
developed : in the embryo life scems to
march from the heart to the remoter or-
gans, but in the oid man it gradually for-
sakes his body from the circumference to
the center. Then the members, becom-
ing motionless, and obeying the law
of heaviness, lose their sensibility and
heat ; and the muscles no longer obey the
will, even if the will exist; the skin be-
comes cold and dry, or is covered with a
viscous sweat; the face assumes a charac-
teristic aspect, and appears emaciated ;
the eyes withdraw deep into their orbits,
the cornea is unsettled, the eyelids are
half closed by the lowering of the upper
one, the cheek bones become prominent,
the nose droops, and the discolored lips
are parted and puckered. The voice, like
thought, becomes incoherent; the eyes
lose their powers of vision, and the olfiac-
tory nerves are insensible to odors; but
hearing is among the last of the ficulties
that leave him. The abdominal and pec-
toral viscera ccase to fulfil their functions,
drinks fall into the msophagus as into an
inert tube ; breathing becomes short, slow,
and irregular, now suspended, now re-
newed, terminating finally in the last gasp.

fainter, offering numerous remittances un-
til it ceases to be appreciable. The heart
still continues beating feebly and irregu-
larly, and its last contraction marks the
moment that separates life from death. No
vuﬁ%u of life now remains, except in cer-
tain tissues, which, even for some time
after death, retain organic properties; the
illari are contracted, so as to
into the veins all the blood
they contsin; the irritability of the
muscles is demonstrated when o'l’u ofl un-
der the influence of the voltaig pile,

ve

Mhﬂpbnmofnﬁ mnu_lqp

. '—1 war to have t him
Wuﬂ him why I mm for e

o Heayen !” says I, revolted at this | aeqy
mm-mw«f' butchery, “could you not
placent stateitient | have & 4
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and ammonia being
ducts into which are resolved all
matters in a state of p
matters of complex
the inorganic combinations
the plants to te thein
study of puts , at first so
uires a

fhi;

i thus

interest,
while rev gtouss of
nomena admirable on account of its beaun-
tiful simplicity.— Applsion’s Journal,
— - E—
How Joe Lost His qu. -

of N ?

il

g A Ty WP thia:

things that may not good for us
mad be good Lr us there.

the coal pit where Joe worked some
of the men would jeer and laugh at him
when he said, * It's all for the best.” There
was &2 man of the name of Tim, who would
miss no chance to laugh at Joe,

One day, as Tim and Joe were
ready to go down into the dee t, Joe,
who had brought hhdiuner_ofghcon and
bread with him, ltid it on the for
a moment. Before liecould take it up, 4
hnuﬁrydngaeiaadit. and ran off

“ Ha, ha!” ecried Tim, “ that's all for the
best, is it, Joe? The loss of thy dinner is
all for the best, isit, man? Now stick to
thy creed, and say, Yea”

“Well, I do say Yes,” said Joe, “ but, as
1 must eat, it is my duty to try to get back
my dinner. If I get it back, it be all
for the best; and if I don't get it back,
why, it will be all for the best the same,

is 80 that He can rule
smallest things as well as the i

80 Joe ran after thie dog | and with
a laugh angd an oath; went down into the
coal pit. Joe ran a long way; but could
not catch the dog. At last; Joe give up
the chase; and came back to the mide,
!i‘hinking‘)g:l l;atmulallf that the men would all

ave a ugh at himJj

But he funndgt_l_:em all pale with alarm
and awe: “ t & nafrow escape you
have had, Joe!” said one of them. “The
rit has caved in, and poor Tim is killed.

fthat dog had not run off with your
dinner, you would have gone down with
Tim into the pit and been killed too.”

Joe took of his hat; and while his
breast heaved, and his cheeks %'ew pale,
and the tears came to his eyes, he looked
%m) heaven, but said nota word—7he

vriery.

An Indignant Damsel.

‘We heard a good joke on a resident of
Dog Creek the other day. The party re-
ferred to is a bachelor and lives on the
wagon road. A few days agoan emigrant
wagon from O came and
camped near our friend's Ehm The head
of the family soon made acquaint-
ed with the gfo rietor of the premises, and
asked hith why he didn't have & woman to
keep house for him. The answef was that
he intended to marry just as soom ds
could find a woman willing to entet the
bonds of matrimony. The re-
marked that he could find him a if
he would takeher. The bachelor said that
was right into his hand, and the emigrant
invi him into his camp. The emi-
grant called upon a bouncing damsel of
ahout twenty years, and informed
her that the gentleman accompanying
him was “on the marry,” and willing to
take her for better or for worse. Tne dam-
sel, delighted with the prospeet, advanced,
and, scizing our friend by the hand, assured
him that she was glad to see him, and was
ready to marrf him at the “ drop of a hat,”
while the old lady hastened up to congratu-
late her “ darter " on her luck. But-
prieed and alarmed dt the seriotis Ldfn iiiat-
ters Had tdken, our friend; who is donstitu-
tionally opposed to the institution of mat-
rimony, endeavored to explain By saying
that he was only joking and did not want
to marry., At this the Oregonian became
indignant, and the would-be bride request-
ed her father to take his rifle and “drap
the varmint in his tracks.” At this affec-
tionate suggestion the bachelor left for his
fortifications, the last thing he heard being
the voice of the old lady consoling her
“darter” with the remark that it was best to
“Iet the bilk go."—S8hasta, Cal., Courier.

The Grain Speculator.

Tae Chi correspondent of the New
Orleans Republican w'rites? ley letter to
that paper on the subjecto hk:ﬁogrlln
dealers, from which we clip the following:

*“The ‘grain speculator’ is a rakish-look-

ing chap, an ere from twenty-five to
ﬁfﬁ wegrs tl::tigh and ):hosg'striped
breechies, mounts a nobby tile and sports
the gayest necktie out; drives a team, very
natty and fast alwa who ever saw a
grain speculator on foot ?) *tools’ down in
the morning to the ‘ Board,” and * tools’ up
in the evening to hear *‘ Molly' twank on
the piano; lunches at *Delmonico’s’ and
after dark—let me :rhhi.speé it very 'loww—hi:
seen going into the *European'
‘Moll gPou:tghha.rm—{‘mn&her bottle for
No. 6")—or isseen coming down stairs very
late from the neighborhood of * Aiken's,
mutterinz something about h!sﬂl lack
of foresight in not ‘coppering that there
tor,’

ace.
specula
and whither he goes when he has phyﬁd
e

“Whence comes the *

himself out, no mortal man knows
appears suddenly; lendent in jewels
and striped shirts, and like a comet

across the horizon of the market, and
disappears as rapidly r a short, and
sometime brilliant career, as he came. The
* grain lator’ is indeed a wonderful
man. His rooms are magnificent and are
always filled with mirrors and tobacco
smoke. He loves with a love that is more
tlmn]mﬂl fi bet while the ‘ grain
ever neeid spoil for a W :
speculator ' liveth, as he will stake his bot-
tom dollar whenever he has one chance in
fifty. He has traveled this wide world o'er,
does everything for a living; always has
money and a diamond pin, and wouldn't
be a simple child of nature for any con-
sideration. He is first scen seated in an
office in the rear of the Chamber of Com-
merce, with a wonderful gilt an-
nouncing to the ignorant public his
name is Smith, that he is to
buy any amount of grain, e ruinous
advances, sell and buy on any terms, and
at the shortest notice. By 11 in the fore-
noon he emerges from his office, and joins
a group of ten or a dozen other ‘grain
speculators,’ and talks with an astonishing
volubility of *shorts,” and * longs,’ * seller
July,' ‘seller August,’ etc. Pretty soon
Brown comes along. Brown wants to

buy. Smith wants 10 sell. Smith, by the | long
wny . hasn't a bushel of grain in the world ; | spcak

he has only a handful in a little box on his
office desk. Brown wants 20,000 bushels
of wheat on the first day of August at
sixty cente. Smith to deliver 20,
000 bushels at that and on that day.
Bargain closed. Smith and Brown, like
two gamecocks about to fight, eye an im-
aginary ‘ grain of corn'—that's the fluctu-
ation of the market—and when the 1st of
August comes along, if grain can be
bought at any figure below sixty cents,
Smith buys and delivers 20,000 bushels
and pockets the difference. Should

up and be worth seventy cents,
ﬁgn'l buy and don’t deliver. He only
‘busts* (if he has no funds to compromise
with Brown, who takes his chances,

d gets put off the ‘Board.’ In plain
English, b
wllfbe less than uﬁlcen
and Brown bets it be more.
I win; tails, you lose.""

A Fearful 1 In Georgla. -

i willi & knife which he
he | biy hand; but unsiiécesafilly, dnd the pow-
himi to the ground, | 820

that city, advised that she should ask her
L?’ung neighbor to stay with her during

absence. The next morning he set out
in his buggy for Atlanta, and his wife
during the morning went over to L's
house for the purpose of inviting her
I:jungfricnd tostay with her. The y

; after consititation with her mother,
Mré’ﬂ"'m e gl e ¥
p to tome over dufing the after-

noon.

About 9 o’clock Mrs R. began to feel a
little uneasy, as Miss L. had not yet come,
when a servant came up to the house and

brought a note from her ex
stating that she would be unable to

the night with her, as she had p .
fer her father, from some cause or other,
had positively refused to give his consent
to the arrangement. After delivering the
note, the servant teok his departure, and
night by herself, Fecling that. the had &
night erse ng t s

rotector in a an(F flerce

] loﬂ’ngtoher nslhud.lhelooh-lcl"‘;gl
into her bed-room, and after securing the
house, lay down and resigned he to

About 12 q'vlock; she wias awakened

;ﬁ:&n;mr urtibefs 'ii?lll:elnthemd i
the angry growling o . '

ooveredtbl.ttllgemha.lldgorhdgqegn

and that some one was

room door an entrance. i

as loudly as her ht would let her, Mrs.

R—— asked : “ Who's there?” ¥

voice, which she did not recognize, replied

by telling her to “ open the door.” Again
asked the same question, and again re-

m\ﬁ*mw , the stranger adding

ed fie Wotild “break the

still growling, crouched upon the floor as
if ready to spring. Thinking to intimi-
date the man who sought her ruin, Mrs.
R——cried to him that if he forced the
door she would shoot him.
ng scornfully, the ruffian threw
his weight against the light door, burst it
open and entered the room—when, quick
as thought, the savage dog sprang forward
and fastened on his neck. The man, aston-
ished at this sudden attack, a&tem%!;o
in

Id upon his throat.
Stunned at first by this unlooked for de-
liverance, the woman, in a few scconds, re-
gained her presence of mind somewhat,
ran screaming from the house, never %
ing until she arrived at the place of
f.‘s, where her cries soon aroused the fam-
ily. Her tale wa;“rllpidly told, ;nd the
servants were preparing to go to the scene
of danger, wEen smifenly Mr. L. was
missed, and his wife, alilost on the Instant,
as if struck by a sudden presentiment,
, “ Merciful God, it must be my
husband!” With a cry of horror the party
forth; and ran as fist to the house of
fa. B: #a the latter ryn away from it
a few miniites befofe. Arrived there they
found the man still on the ﬂmﬁ
dog still grasping his throat. g
loltgay from his ﬂhey they fotind the sus-
jicions of Mrs. L. but too correct; it was
cr husband—but the teeth of the dog had
done their work, and he was dead.—.dugus-
ta. Ga., Chronicle, July 25.

A Romance in Russian Life.

A cumriovs incident in real life has re-
cently transpired at Moscow. About
twenty-one years ago, an infant, only a few
months old, was intrusted to a peasant wo-
man in a country village near Moscow,
with instructions to bring it up along with
her own children, a sufficient sum of money

being deposited for its maintenance. These | |

tiong were faithfully carried out, and
the child up into a fine, healthy boy,
rematrkable for quickness and intelligence.
The lad gleaned otily a portion of his early !
history from the ﬁmsip of the villagers,

but was still at fault rcnpeeuni the name
and condition of his parents,
father and mother being as ignorant on these
points as himself ben about fifteen
years old, the money for his support being
expended, the youth proceeded to Moscow
and took service with a merchant. He
displayed unusual ecapacity, and was re-
warded by promotion increased pay.
From his salary he saved a small capital,
and at the end of six years set up a shop
and began business on his own account.
The youthful proprietor stationed behind
his counter nervously awaited the advent of
his customers. Two or three casual pur-
chasers drop in in quest of various trifles;
and after them comes a matronly but still
handsome lady, simply and tastefully at-
tired. She looks attentively at the young
dealer for a moment, and then cglls him by
name. “That is my name, e, an-
swers our hero, somewhat surprised
at  this  ceremonious commence-
ment. “ When and where were you born?™
pursues the unknown in an impericus tone
orvoica,uitmducﬁngaj cial exam-
ination. *“ At Ivanovo, 21 years ago,” re-
sponds the youth with some uneasiness, in-
wandly wondering whether he can have got
himr!f into any political scrape, or whether
:ei'if ﬁirhi.nterkmlnr is merely lmg‘ai]::g hel.:i
at his expense, “ your ra
mother still alive?” continues the
uestioner, with agitation. “I cannot tell.
f my father I know nothing; and my
mother, they tell me, gave me out to nurse
when I was only a few months old. I never
gaw her to remember her.” “ But would
you not be glad to meet her in?" in-
quires the incognita, 5rnwin pale. “What
makes you ask that ¥’ says the young man
in altered voice, catching, it may be a
limpse of the truth for the firsttime. “Ah,
aska " breaks out the unknown lady.
catching him in her arms, “I know you,
though you don't know me. 1 am your
mother, and have been looking for you this
time. Come home with me nuii n]f:er
of keeping a shop again. ve
50,000 muue?(m.oom of my own, and il
is yours from this moment.”

t ap that when very young the
mother been the seryant of an 8
resident in Central Russia, who fell in
love with and made her his wife, but fear-
ing the displeasure of his ]:mi}y at so un-

ual a match persuaded her to a private
— », and intrusted the child, which
from it to other hands.

“BEVIS”—A TALE OF A DOG.

wore
Iy ﬁebnﬂn Yohdaﬁmwut:

ved: “
gil:nm“ Eley, given him by
| His owner was, therefore, an English-
man, yet my fellow traveler, who had
now taken his place by my side, was evi-
dently either a Swiss or a German, and

sl.or¥ its wearer. Bevis belongs to me,
but it is not many years since he owned
another master whose name is on his col-
lar. You will sce why he still wears it.

tleman.”
The dog raised his h his
bright eyes, and, laying back his long ears,
uttered a sound w might well pass for
a mlutation.
Mr. Dermann placed the animal’s head
on his knees and began to unfasten his

collar.
Instantly Bevis drew back his head with
a violent and darted toward the lug-
on the hind part of therool. There,
growling flercely, he lay down, while his
muscles were stiffened, and his eyes glow-

is to guard his collar ; I should not like to
be the man who would try to rob him of
it. Here, B‘Qi'n's," % ili:ts sofl, caress-
ing tone, “I won't l£.|n. r
&Th I e‘;(tllmtl::ed still = -~

e hound hesi , 8t wling,
At leng;}l;c returned slowly t.og;:rdﬁ]lllfl
oo gradually Toxzad, and he toemn
musc y e trem-
bled like & leaf

“There, boy, there,” said Mr, Dermann,
caressing him. “We won't do it again.
Lie down now,and be gquiet.”

The dog nestled between his master’s
feet, and went to sleep. My fellow-trav-
eler then turning towards me, be%:.n:

“T am a native of Suabia, but 1 liveina
little village of the Sherland, at the foot of
the Grimsel. My father keeps an inn for
the reception J travelers going to Bt
Gothard. About two years since there
arrived at our house one evening a young
Englishman, with a pale, sad countenance ;
he traveled on foot, and was followed by a
large gfeyliotind, this Bevis, whom you
see. He declined taking any fefreshments,
and asked to be shown to his sleeping-
room. We gave him one over the com-
mon hall, where we were all seated around
the fire. Presently we heard him pacing
rapidly up and down; from time to time
uttering broken words; ressed no
doubt to his dog, for the animal moaned
occasionally, as if replying to, and sympa-
thizing with his master.
“ At length we heard the Englishman
stop, and apparently strike the dog a blow,
for the poor beast gave a loud howl of
ny, and seemed as if he ran to take
refuge undef the bed. Then his master
ﬁmned aloud. Soon aflerwards he lay
own, and all was quiet for the might
Early next morning he came down, look-
ing more pale than the previous even-
and id for hishF , he
his knapsack and resumed lsni)ur-
ney, followed by the greyhound, who had
eat nothing since their arrival, and whose
master secmed to take no further notice of
him than to frown when the creature ven-
tured to curess him,
“ About noon I happened to be standing
at the doorflooking toward the direction
which the Englishman had taken, when I
heard howls of distress, proceeding from
a wounded dog that was dragging himself
towards me,
“] ran to him, and recognized the En-
glishman's greyhound. His head was torn
evidently by a bullet, and one of his paws
broken. I raised him in my arms CAr-
ried him into the louse n I crossed
the threshold he madé evident efforts to
escape, so I placed “him on the ground.
Then, in spite of the torture he was suffer-
ing, which caused him to stagger every
moment, be serstched at the r of the
room where his master had slept, moanin,
at the same time so piteously, that I co
scarcely help meing myself. T opened
the door, and with a ir:al’. effort he got
into the room, looked about, and not find-
ing whom he sought, he fell down motion-
ess.

“] called my father, and pemivilﬁ that
the dog was not dead, we gave him all pos-
sible assistance, taking indeed as much care
of him as though he been a child, so
much did we feel for him. In two months
he was cured; and showed us much affec-
tion—we found it impossible, however, to
take off his collar, even for the purpose of
binding up his wounds. As soon as he
was able to walk, he would often go to
ward the mountain, and be absent for
hours. The second time this occurred, we
followed him. He proceeded as far as a
Enoftherondw a narrow defile
rders a precipice; there he continued
for a long time, sme ng
about, e conjectured that the Englhlr
man might have been attacked by robbers
on this , and his dog wounded in de-
fending him. However, no event of the
kind had occurred in the country, and af-
ter the strictest search no corpse could be
discovered. Recollecting, therefore, the
manner in which the traveler had treated

had tried to kill the faithful creature. But
wherefore? This was a mystery which I
could not solve. -

“ Bevis remained with us, testifying the
utmost gratitnde for our kindness. His
intelligence and good humor attracted the
strangers who uented our inn, while
the inscription on his collar, and the tale
we had to tell of him, failed not to excite
their curiosity. One morning in autumn,
I had been out to take a [, accompa-
nied by Bevis. When I returned, I found
seated by the fire, in the common hall, a
newly-arrived traveler, who looked around
as I entered. As soon as heperceived Bev-
is, he started and called him. The
immediately started toward him wit
frantic demonstrations ofc&' He ran
round him, smelling his hes, and ut-
tered the sort of saiutation with which he
honored you just now, and finally, placing
his forepaws on the traveler's knees, began
to lick his face.

4 W here is your master, Bevis? .Whm
is Sir Arthur?’ said the stranger, in Eng-
lish

“The noble dog howled and
laid down at the traveler's feet. Then the
latter begged us to explain his presence.
1 did so: and as he listened, I saw a tear
fall on the beautiful head of the grey-
hound, whom he lesned over to caress,

“s Monsieur,” said he, addressing me,
‘from what you tell me, I venture to hope
“hat8ir Arthur still lives. We have been
friends from chilklhood. About three years
since he married a rich heiress, and this
dog was presented to him by her. Bevis
was high hch:ri&hc;dﬂyﬁ)r llnt:‘t fidelity, a

uality which u was me-ed
‘I‘ny hg miﬂmﬁe left he;m and
loving husband, eloped with another
mnu.g Sir Arthur sued for a divorce, and
obtained it; then having arranged his af-
fuirs in England, he set out for the Conti-
nent, followed only by his deg. His friends
knew not whither he went. the
presence of Bevis, evermore recalling the

. memery of her who had so cruelly w

him, must have torn his heart, at
length impelled him to the faithful
creature. But the shot not having been
mortal, the dog, I imagine, when he recov-
ered consciousness, was led by instinct to
seek the house where his master last
Now, Monsieur, he is yours,and 1

thank for the kindness you have

shown him.’
“ About 10 o'clock the retired to
Bevis, who

his room, afler ha
mmn»"ﬁ-.-amm

:

his dog, I came to the conclusion that he | ;
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&mu:hed the defile w
fore, at the moment when
illuminated the scene.
advance we saw Bevis
gl plgefiw'
com
S it vt v e
as .t W,
sought admittance to our inm, lnm
strangled by his powerful jaws.
discovered another man, whose
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Here M. Dermann paused ; the recollec-
tion seemed to overcome him, and he
stopped to caress the sleeping hound
in order to hide his emotion. £r a
while he finished his recital in a few

creature who now av death, by
slaying the robbers who attacked him.
He glmntul the stranger his executor,and
settled alarge pension on Bevis, to revert
to the family of the innk eeperw
thus to testify his repentant love
his dog, and his gratitude toward those
whe had succored him. The grief of Bevia
was excessive; he watched by his master’s
couch, covering his dead body with caress-
es, and for a long time lay stretched on his
ve, refusing to take nourishment ; and
it was not until after the lapse of man
months that the affection of his new
ter seemed to console him for the loss
Sir Arthur.”
ciAig mh’; f;ﬂﬂow-tuveler finished the re-
tal, t igence stop to change
liaral;: at the little-town aﬁ:‘;enl? h.sB'em
. Derman’s journe , an ving
taken down his | 4 , he asked me to
assist the descent of his dog. Ishook hands
with him cordially, and then called Bevis,
who, seeing me on such good terms with
his master, placed his large paws on my
breast, and uttered a low, friendly bark.
Shortly after they both disappeared from
my sight, but not from memory, as this
little narrative has proved.—Z2ke Argosy.

A Word for Local Newspapers.

We clip the following from the NewYork
Tribune; it is true, and we commend it to
every one who has interest where he re-
sides :

Nothing is more common than to hear
Feop!e talk of what they pay newspapers
or advertising, &c., ar s much given in
charity. Newspapers, by enhancing the
value of property in their neighborhood,
and giving the localities in which they are
published a reputation abroad, benefit all
such, particularly if they are merchants or
real estate owners, thrice the amount
yearly of the meager sum they pay for their
support.  Besides every J:ublic spirited
citizen has a laudable pride in bhaving a
r of which he is not ashaned, even
though he should pick it up in New York
or Washington.

A good looking, thriving sheet helps
property, gives chamcter to locality, and
in many is & desirable public con-
venience. If from any cause the matter
in the loeal or editorial column should not
be to your stnmllard. do frmt cast it asixhi
and pronounce it good for nothing, unti
miugad that there has been no more labor
bestowed upon it than is paid for. If you
want a good readable sheet it must be
supported. And it must not be supported
ina spirit of charity either, but use
you feel a necessity to support it. The
local press is the power that moves the

people.

ENOW YOU?

Know yon the hour when Phebus steals,
From where Aurora blushing lies,

And mounta the heaven on wheels,
And gilds the gray of dawning skies?

Know you the time when birds begin
To carol to the rising sun,

When from the woods their

din
Proclsima the reign of s done ?

Of daybreak? Well, do, hap,
€ ou may

W&I.M‘lne.unl‘elam
—From Fun.

Henry Keep.

A remarkable carecer has just been
closed in the death of the Ilate President
of the Chicago and Northwestern Rail-
way. Its lesscn is one that will long live
n the annals of our great railway -
ciers, The foundling of a rural
poor-house in Central New York, with
the secret of his birth never solved ; then
a bound boy under a ﬂ::ghuﬂed farm-
er; r.i‘ﬂg thc(zln. thmuhggh .?ife“

in an u oo
ll'll.l'le,g and wgrptmhleu hptlr!: followed
those all too willing to get rid of him,
forlorn little scarecrow rushed into
alone. Could anything be more un
ising? Put own i

:'dye his first substantinl
step as a mere yeuth in buying Canada
scrip and converting it. His hands and
feet once on the he climbed strong-
Iy and y into his place as a broker,
banker, ., until he came to con-

trol millions and to be :ifg? in stock
circles. Dying at the one of the
he has shown by his life 8 remarkable in-
stance of triumph over obstacles of birth

and early gs.—Chicago Repub-
lican. o B
What Alled the Telegraph!
iy Mgty thn Slerept Nurbevess
Satu night, the ph ween
here C&o was mysteriously inter-
fered::dl.hiln that no m e?':lld be
sent, all dispatches were sent by way
of Racine and Savanna. At first the
trouble was laid to the high water some-
where, but after the various sireams sub-
sided, the trouble continued the same as
before. In the 2{ time, however, the
line worked as well as could be desired.
After a weck of search for the
cause of the break, it was discovered last
Friday evening, in the shape of a
iron rod, which a miner at La Balle
‘.lﬁn“ the wires upon quitting his
rod was knocked <down, and the

well enough. The miner
warned that a repetition of such a
of his working tools would
trouble to hh'uelfﬂuw as W the
Whmpny. e wWeS u
at power of his rod over
and thought the telegraph was

dhebesttn
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rthwestern
tions not to sell it, as it would pay better
than any investment.

TaE total amount of the
AT

nessee, il properl
160,000 barrels
000,000.

Yanxkee Rosmssox’s Circus Troupe
drove into Brookville, Pa., on a recent
Sunday, and put up at the hotels engaged
for them. On Mondsy they were arrested

and fined for breaking the Sabbath
traveling on that day.

wine, worth

A CONSERVATIVE old human miracle of
Danville, Vt., in his eighty-fith year,

never rode in a unﬁ.or car, or attended
circus or lecture in life, and mev
drunk, recently walked to Hanover, N.
a distance of 125 milea
Davin MELVILLE, of Newport,
said to have been the first to
duce light into this country. I
year 1812 he lighted his residence in
‘}oﬂ, a factory in Pawtucket, and Beaver
ail Lighthouse, Narragansett Bay.
Durise the sixteen years of the exist-
ence of the New York Newsboys' ll.&

ing House, lodging has been furnished :
45 dlﬂ'('rentobn}g: restored to friends,
4823 furnished with homes, 4,500; and
furnished 4238846 lodgings and 283981

meauls.

Tue annnal report of the A (Ga.)
cotton factory al:):'l the m
as the result of a year's operations: Total
earnings, $149,763.75; total expenses, $48,-
046.37 ; net profits on the year's opem-
tions £120,717.58, on & working capital of
$600,000.
Tae amount of business transacted in
the office in New York may be j
by the fact that two windows are open
the sale of stamps in sums less than one
dollar. The receipts at eachof these win-
dows average £1,000 per day. The daily
consumption of stamps at the office must
be in nlrabom $50,000.
Rev., Taosas 8. BurseLL and his wife,
formerly of Northampton, Mass, who
have been missionaries in  India for the
last twenty-one years, recently returned
home to Northampton. They were 1353
days in going to India when they first
went out, and but thirty-eight in return-
ing, so great has been the improvement in
traveling within the last two decades.
Two New York ladies their car-
riage on a crossing. One went into a store
other remained in the carriage.
Two gentlemen wishing to cross the street
ordered the mu:hnw l:'i:“ on. 'll.‘hko
lady in the carriage not to stir.
On!thil one of the fnﬂm the
coach-door, and with his boots and spurs
stepped through the carrisge. IHe was
g:ul:wed

by his companion, to the extreme
redlhgr ywithin:;ejzu
the lady without. To complete a
of sailors coming up, and relishing
e, scrambled through the carriage.
Koqh;'aseeul.
Tuae Newport Mercury relates a

story of Stuart, the ter, which
— mhich-mﬁh-

the

made; i

“Two,” cried the other.

“Well, you tell your and that
will be—" making a third mark—
“Three only,” said the other.

“ No,” said Stuart, “it is one hundred
and eleven!” (111).

—— e i——
Tippling Statisties.
Tue editor of a New York paper (who
probably knows) calculates the amount of
moﬂ spent for drinks. Hesays: “Leav-
i and liquors quite out
of the question, let us see what a
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